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morning he resumed h*s march, to Wicklow, where he was to 
stay for a few days, and if all remained quiet he was to pro- 
ceed to Hacketstown, a small town on the confines of the 
counties of Wicklow and Carlow, there to await further orders. 
Grana Hall was but ten miles distant, in another direction, 
however, across the hills ; so here we separated. He advised 
me not to set out until the following day, when a corps- of 
yeomanry would be marching part of the way, as the news 
had arrived a few daj r s previously that a strong body of the 
rebels, under the command bf Holt, had passed Wicklow Gap; 
and were, dispersed in small parties in the vicinity; I jpromijjed 
to abide by His i mslructions, but after ah Hour's wahderihg 
through the little town, then ho better than a Hamlet; I felt 9b 
lonely and dull; and withal so imjjatierit tB fbachiir^ johrriey's 
end, that- 1 Ordered my nbtse, aiid despite iti^ iahdibra'i MrH- 
ings and entreaties; set but aibrib; leavirig dire'btibris tB nave' 
my portmanteau sent on witH tHe" f bBmaiiry. Tins' was tnb 
commencement bf my misfbrtiiheii 

Eor six riiiies I rode in safety across' wild hilis aiid romantic 
glens, the people <ih the wayside " clamping " tHbif turf; and 
moulding their |>b{atOes, and the children sporting hi the 
fields, of lbufigirig at the cabin doors in the surij the pictures 
of happiness and cbhteiltmeht: 1 begdii tb think thb rebel- 
lion was a sHaihj aiid ail the stories I had heir & aiJBtit it 
were lies ; and that in short tHbre was 'no feBellibni Abbiit 
mid-day I arrived at t^he village bi\AugjiMm; & tfae midst bf 
a barreil district surrounded by.^imnillij bf skvdge &$&££; 
covered thickly with grey rocks, tMt lobibd iter! aiid forbid- 
ding, as the Hot sun gleained fiercely ujfoii tHem. Herb I fed 
the Lyanha, arid Had a tummer bf wliiskf ^tiiicH, an Irisliihan's 
beverage at all tihles; and iM all seasons. In Summer Hedfiiiks 
it " to keep but the Hate," and in' winter tb "dHrive out the 
could." Thus fortified; we agaih proceeded. A crowd Bf the 
villagers' assembled to see ine start, bBserviiig rhb apparbhtiy 
with great Curiosity; and I hbiibed that tub women shBbk 
their heads; arid iboked at me with Et pitying expressioii 6f 
counteiianbe j but iiBthing was said. 

My road tibw lay aibiig the Hanks bf a mountain stream, 

amidst the game wild uninteresting sceriery, but after about 

two miles it turned abruptly at right ahgles into a wide and 

rather romantic glen. The Hilis On each side were well 

...."."■>.. i •.," ■- i, 
wooded, 6v covered with heatHbr; aiid rose from the lif Br's 

brink almost perpendicularly. The watet boiled fiercely albrig; 

amongst the huge boulder stones -vVHibh rl-bm time to timb had 

rolled down from the mountain side,* arid the' willows along 

the bank leaned over; waving hi the evening breeze; like a" 

lover drinking in the iriusic of his mistress' Voice. THe road 

was cut hi the side of the Hid, and was full of windings, ballsed 

by the irregularities of the grBurid. The long aljng Bf $M 

mountain ash threw their shade 1 acrbs's it; save wrierb^ Herb 

and there, the sun filing in a festering ray u^o'ii green batiks 

covered with bluebells and dairies': .He was already sinking 

in the west,, and his light, as it tell atHw^rt the hill side; sHbd a 



golden hue on the tree tops beyond the stream, while "the 
clear rich notes of the blackbirds were gently wafted across' 
through the balmy air. There was no extended prospect, $ 
could at no point see more than ten yards in advance : on my 
right the hill rose perpendicularly ; on my left was the river, 
more wood, and another steep ascent. It was exactly the time, 
the clime, and the spot for lovers to whisper their vows, or 
children to sport and gambol. 

A sudden and rather steep incline brought the road almost 
oh a lbf bl with the rivbr; and at tHb bbttbiri; the latter was 
spanned by a Imall rtt§tic stone bridge acrb'gg which a sort*>f 
iahb led iip ihtb tnb ivobd Bir tHe BtHei sib!& . Lbuhgihg in 
various' attitudes 1 at tliB Bbrjfi&r; wbrb five Br slftiheri; some 
smoking} biit all armed j a£ I bbuld g§§ the slbbl ^learning in 
tHS suh; whilb stili at sBmb dist^ice; \ &{ tkb Mii iiiBmbnt of 
s : urprisel I felt bBniidelaHly alarmed;' aM; l'I aih frbe to 
cbhfegi;" ratHer disposed to tufri aiid fly; Biit iurlHer reflec- 
tion bontlricbii inb tii^t ihy Safest cbiifib wks to -advance 
bbidiy; as if uhcbiycibul of dariger, for if the bbjefet^ bf my 
fear were irieiids; flight would iriakb me fidiculou^ ; if enemies, 
it wbuld be tiseiessi as bhe well- aimed ball would but short 
m^ career long before I cdtiid reach the ttirii of the rOad. I 
fbde Bit ; a sHbrt thibk-set man, with tHih p^ale face;- but rather 
iiitbiii^bht features^ and a black beaird of at. least a week's 
girdwtH; advancbd, armed with a musket and Haydnet, and 
plaittbd liimseif in the ceiitre of tHe road s;traigHt hi ih^ way, 
ibBkihg at mb with the calm; imperturbable air of bhb who had 
a duty to perform; atid iiibkrit to perform it; thbughit was a 
matter Bf no ]^ef§biiai ihtbfest in tHe world to him; This was 
encouraging ! tiiesb Hfb i ^eomahr f piiquet, thought I, sta- 
tibhed hbre d§ a iriba^uf b Bf ^rfeb^utidii to exaihihb all passers- 
by ; but it is biiriBii§ tHat trib^ atb hbt all id tiiiiform; ah, 
perrlaps it' § hbt iiecbssary uiiie§l kt Hbad quartei§i , It took 
Biit a sbbond to cBhsole myself with reflections like tHese. I 
was roused by a pereihptBrJr Birder tB stbp. I pulied up :' the 
party oh the bridge starbd at me witH silence, while their 
compaiiiBn seized tHe horse ty thb Hridie, and said in a tone 
phlegihatic as his mariner — 

" WHbte are ye from, an' where ate ye goin' to r" 

" Frbrh JRathdrum last." 

'• Ye're ah Orangbihan !" 

c< No, I'm not : 1 khbw iiBtlirii^ aiii 8pl nbtniiig about 
Brange or green." *" / 

^ "Well, thm^ it illbecBliieg a iMyiibli tfeftl'I nl^tkitr' wan 
thing hbr t'bther to be fidifi' sb riatb & liaitb; ^feeli nllfibster 
min's thrahHpih' on foot. An' if f&$ b HBt Cirari|l ^brlelf, ye' 
belong tb the breed anyhow, fbf HBw ikt$ diyil ellb would 
jte gbt into feicH a nist b' Tory huiitHeri .& fea'dfirlim I Get 
doivn, I tbll ye;'' aiid suiting the abtM & tfe *Bfd, he- 
pulled my ieft foot from the stirrup'* ana witH ■& |mkft push 
sent me sjlrkwling on tHe road dt tHb bttbr sid^i I lose, 
covered with dust and boiling withr'agei !fedt.^Mat,MpiJbned 
afterwards I must reserve fol alibtliet ^ clia^ler:'; :. ^ •; 



thb Swiss soiiDiER. 



It has been the custom foi sevef kl Htindrbd f iir's for those 
amongst the Swiss peasantry who can. find Hb BBbtiBatioh at 
home, to serve for hire in the armies of foreign* monarch 
Having been always Celebrated for their fidelity tB those 
whoso cause they have once undertaken, most of the kings of 
Europe have kept them as a body-guard. 

The dangerous nature of the calling they follow is, how- 
over, perfectly well known, both to themselves and their 
relations, and consequently, when a young man leaves home 
with the intention of seeking his fortune in foreign armies, - 
both he and they but too keenly feel the uncertainty of his 
return. His reappearance is, therefore, hailed by his own 
friends and. the other villagers with as much joy as if he 
had risen from the dead. 

The return of one of these wanderers is portrayed in the 
accompanying engraving. And the artist has delineated with 



wondrous skill and feeling, the iftexpBM fof » ikS liBmg Mide 
happy; , ■ . . ; , . ,, , ■ . ". - 

THe motHer; busied with Her household WBrlj Is seiH rM the 
corner of the kitchen : the father, wHBsb iBcfes tiihl has 
whitened, and who is now quite deaf, is fe^Hraing^tn^ old 
family Bible which lies open on his kiiee. 1'hat BBBr to him 
is something beside divine : it is a volume that wakes up old 
memories, deep and tender. There he has inscribed the births, 
the marriages, and, alas ! the deaths in two or three instances, 
of those he loves. By him stands his grandchild, full of joy 
and surprise, telling good news, news that makes the heart 
leap up with gladness. It is the decline of the day. The sun' 
is sinking, and a flood of golden light is on the scene. The' 
mother has been speaking of by-past days, speaking in an 
undertone, and whispering to H erse if the name of one whd'; 
is^to her most dear. She has been thinking of her son, far' 
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away in the noisy camp and toilsome march, exposed to all 
the dangers of a soldier's life. The old man has been reading, 
half aloud, the words of the parable, and a tear has fallen on 
the book as he repeated the verse— " When he was yet a 



dog starts up, a footstep is heard without, and with a 
hurried step the Swiss soldier, the lon£ absent son, is again 
at home. Who can tell the happiness of such a meeting r who 
can tell the strong emotion, the smiles and tears, which are 
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long way off his father saw him, and ran, and fell on his neck 
and kissed him." At that moment the child has uttered her 
hasty news, the old man lifts his hand and brings his ear 
forward to listen. There is a cry of joy from the mother, the 



aroused ? who can tell the home blessedness, the sunshine in the 
house ?■■■ War's alarms and dangers are now over, a peaceful 
life outstretches from that point—" He that was dead is alive 
again ; he that was lost is found!'* . . 



